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camel, which was placidly chewing the cud a few
yards from the line. Vaulting into the saddle, I
appealed to it with hoarse cries and severe blows.
It rose at once to its feet but was hardly up before
it stumbled and nearly fell, and I realised to my
horror that I had forgotten to unhobble it. As the
train was now quite close, and it was also about time
for some of the tulips to go off, I could only throw
myself off over its neck and run for my life. One of
the body-guard cantered by, leading a spare camel
which had been grazing and which he had been
sent to round up. I shouted to him hoarsely to give
me a lift, but the fellow called back that the
camel belonged to Urans and could not be spared.
Cursing in my beard, I ran on towards the French
station, expecting at any moment to be drawn and
quartered. It never struck me that the most the
Turks could do would be to fire a few rounds in my
direction. They did not, in fact, do anything at all,
for just then my tulips sprouted, and so did Law-
rence's, and the train thought it wise to shunt back
into Deraa.
I went back and caught my three-legged camel,
and Lawrence and I touched off the rest of our
fuses. Then we rode on to join Nuri's column,
which had halted about a mile west of the two
Mezeribs, where there was good water and grazing.
Here they had been joined by Kirkbride, who had
followed rny example and ridden across alone rather
than be left behind. It was now evening, and
everyone was tired and hungry. No definite plan
had been made when the detachment left Tel Arar,
but Lawrence had always hoped for a second oppor-
tunity of blowing up the great railway-bridge at
Tel ash Shehab, five miles west of Mezerib. The

